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It\'s no wonder, really, that | came up with this, seeing as DC and JE are inseparable (as long as their 
schedules match). | don\'t have a clue about the way they usually tease each other, but knowing David (and, 
well, Joe), it could go down like this.. -- Also, in case anyone wonders about my mentions of DA, well, Nm just 
gonna direct you toward any video with David and Doug in it. HNI all make sense, trust me. 

Basically a gen piece, but with indications toward slash. If anyone desires so, | can change the label. Enjoy! 


"Wonderful. Wonderful." David Coverdale exclaimed, sipping his drink into a glass. He was already dressed in a 
pale white bathrobe, carrying a bottle of wine in one hand and a small towel in another one. "Fuckin' brilliant. 
Went all the way from Russia to here in a matter of days. But that's petty compared to you, my love. You 
went all the way to South Africa!" He dumped the towel to a nearby chair and sat down at the crooked end of 


the large brown sofa. 


"Well glad you had a great time," Joe Elliott commented, placing himself next to the other man and grabbing 
one of the bottles. "Your last message didn't read so." 


"That's because my last message was about a totally different thing," David waved a hand recklessly, watching 
the band members and the crew scatter around chasing different goals. 


Fellows," He started almost theatrically. "Would you mind giving me and my boyfriend some time alone? Fuckin’ 


hell. Can't a couple get some privacy?" 

Sounds of laughter rang around the room. 

‘Not you, Michael. You're just as queer as we are." 

Several people chuckled, including the bassist, who subsequently flipped David off. 
"Get a room for that, you two!" Phil Collen yelled from the hallway. 


"This is a room! But you can stay anyway, Phil" David assured him, laughing when he saw a middle finger rise 
above people's heads. 


"Oh, wait, wait-- Doug!" David's gaze sought out the guitarist among the crowd. "Come here, love." David stood 


up and tightened the thick robe around his body. 


A shirtless man walked over to their spot, stopping just in front of the small table. He had a short towel 


around his neck and a slightly worn out expression on his face. "Yeah?" 
"Would you mind taking a photo of Joe and me?" 


"Not at all" The guitarist pulled out his phone from the back pocket of his jeans and glanced over at Joe, who 


didn't seem very keen on posing. 


"What's the matter, Joseph? You look astonishing, don't worry." David waved a hand at him with a grin. "Come 


on!" 
Joe stood up reluctantly and sent the other singer a glare, adjusting the waistband of his jeans. 
"Is this gonna end up on Facebook?" 


"By all means, love. But probably through Twitter first” He circled Joe and placed an arm around his shoulders. 


"Doug. snap away, my friend." He grinned again. "Joseph, smile." 
"Just a second." Joe turned to look at him. "You'll be in a fuckin’ bathrobe in the photo." 
"Yeah.. So? You'll be in your awful khaki jacket. We're gonna look stunning!" He wrapped both arms around Joe's 


neck and squeezed. "It just may look as if you'd taken advantage of me.." He trailed off on purpose, and then 
laughed when Joe elbowed him in the ribs. 


"Ow, Joseph! Really? Grow up already." 


"How many of those have you taken, Doug?" Joe asked as he realized the guitarist had been snapping photos all 


along. 


"A few." Doug grinned, then locked his phone and slid it back into his pocket. "You'll get to see them once l'm 
through with my shower." 


David shook his finger at the guitarist in a faux-threatening manner, then walked over to the table and sat 
down to his old place. His gaze followed the guitar player as he disappeared from view, along with most of the 
people. 

Joe observed his friend for a moment and then chuckled, joining him at the table. 


"| remember a different situation” 


He calmly picked up the bottle and sipped until his glass was half-full, then jumbled it over a couple of times 
before taking a swig, completely ignoring the other singer's stare. 


"You're gonna make me walk for it, aren't you?" David grinned and raised his hands briefly. "Fine. What are you 


referring to?" 

Joe smirked; lips pressed together, dimple standing proud on his cheek. 

He pretended to narrow his eyes and look into the past, setting his glass down on the small table. 
"What was it again.? The kids been smitten with me for weeks” 


"Ah." David leaned on the back of the couch with a smile, then nodded. "But | also said he was a good kid" He 
pointed out, finger standing straight. 


"That you did. But you also gave out the impression you were annoyed with your new shadow." Joe retorted, 
looking at the other man over the rim of his glass. "And may | add," He continued upon seeing David open his 
mouth. "He's still smitten" 


"Ah, no he isn't. Not anymore." The older singer waved in a dismissive gesture. 


"You know its true, sweet'eart," Joe said breezily, putting his glass down, then tightening the cap on the bottle 
and setting it aside. 


"Bollocks, Joe. Still smitten. Oh ha hal" David laughed loudly and shook his head. 


Joe raised an eyebrow and leaned back, crossing his arms over his chest. "The only time you exaggerate 
something, like that thing you just did, is when you're faking it. So don't try and sell it to me." He rested an 
elbow on the table, smirking at his friend. "I've known you for thirty fuckin’ years." 

"Crap. It's been that long, hasn't it?" David seemed to be having a sudden bolt of recollection. 


"That won't work either." 


David's open mouth shrunk to a smirk and he leaned over the table, stopping only when he was perhaps six 
inches from the other man's face. 


"Alright. Maybe he does seem a bit.. impressed," He supplied conveniently, despite Joe's shake of head. "But 
that's normal. l'm a fuckin’ legend!" Then he laughed loudly again and Joe's eyebrow rose, but he couldn't hide 
his amusement. 


"Fuck off, Coverdale." 


"Oh but that isn't what you're getting at, is it, my dear Joseph?" David leaned back slightly, resting both hands 


on the edge of the table and sending a dazzling smile the other man's way. 


Joe took a sip of his drink and slowly set the glass down, nodding as if he was impressed. "Look who's picking 


up. 

David ignored the remark and leaned over the table again. 

"Douglas is a very fine musician and an excellent partner to work with." He whispered: "Partner." 
A chuckle spontaneously left his mouth. 

The man knew his laughter was contagious. 

"The thing that's bothering you isn't--" 

"Nothing's bothering me." Joe interrupted, surprised and maybe a bit defensive. 


David grinned and Joe rolled his eyes. 


The older singer inched closer, slowly stroking the hand that was wrapped around the glass, and whispered: "No 


one could ever replace you, darling." 


"Bugger off, Coverdale." Joe replied, flipping him off with the free hand, then rolling his green eyes again as 
David's laughter rang close by. 


"Oh dear.. I've missed hanging out with you.” 


Joe claimed his drink again and tipped it until there was nothing left, letting out an exhale as he swallowed. 

"The joke's on you." One finger unglued from the glass to point at David. "I'm not the one with a busy schedule." 
David placed a hand over his heart. "Wounded, Joseph. Really. It wasn't me taming lions and chasing gazelles 
down in South Africa. Besides, | had a few days off before Belgrade." He shrugged a bit, playing with the ends 
of his hair. "You could've called." 

Joe laughed at the offended-maiden show his friend was trying to pull off. 


"Show some pride, Coverdale." 


"Ooh, pride? Here, let me just unwrap this.." He started removing the belt from his robe, then stopped in mid- 


motion as Joe burst out chuckling. 
"What? Care you not see my pride, Mister?" 


‘Oh blimey. You're in that mode again" Joe rested his chin in one palm, then gestured at David with his free 
hand. "Come on, let it out." 


‘For someone not interested in seeing my naked persona, you're spilling hell of lot innuendos." 


"Ah!" Joe raised his hands in a defensive gesture. "If anyone should be seeing your naked arse, it should be a 


certain blond following you around.” 


"We're back on that?" David chuckled incredulously. "You just can't hide your jealousy, love, can you?" He tipped 
his glass to take a swig. 


Joe scowled in confusion and then raised his eyebrows in an innocent way. "What are we back on? | was talking 


about Cindy." 

David choked on his alcohol and then snorted loudly. "Aha, yeah. You most certainly were." 
A smirk tugged at Joe's lips. "How is she, by the way?" 

David pointed a finger at him. "You steer clear from Cindy, Joe." 

The younger man raised his hands in surrender once again, batting his eyelashes. 

"Ugh, that doesn't suit you at all, Joseph.” 


"Says who?" Joe dropped his forearms in his lap. "If you must know, | was once told I'd be irresistible if | were 


a chick." 


David laughed outright. "Who in God's name told you that?" 

Joe leaned back and crossed his arms. "Sav." 

David burst out laughing again. 

"What? | ‘appen to trust his judgment" 

David made a cut motion through the air, still chuckling. "Don't dare saying anything about Doug again" 
"Oh no, no, you don’t" Joe straightened up in his seat. "Sav isn't what you--" 

"Spare me the details, love." David ruffled his own hair with a sigh. "As you can see, l.. am not jealous." 


"That joke wore out half an hour ago, Coverdale. Give it a fuckin’ rest." Joe waved a hand through the air and 


finally released the warm glass from his grasp. 


"Speaking of rest!" The other man exclaimed, standing up from the couch and stretching. "Don't refrain from 


looking up my robe, Joseph, I've nothing to hide." 


Joe opened his mouth to reply, but at that moment, the door squeaked and a curly-blond bassist stuck his 
head in. 


"Joe." 


David stopped stretching immediately, arms falling by his body. "Why look, Joseph," He gestured. "Your partner 


is here." 

Joe glared at his radiant smile with a raised eyebrow. 

"Time to go, my dear." 

Joe stood up and circled the table. "Stop calling me ‘Joseph’... Dave." 
The grin faded from the other man's face. 


"That was mean, love." He said as Joe approached him, taking hold of the inner ends of his robe and tightening 


them. 
"Well, you accused me of sleeping with my bass player; it's only fair | poke you a bit in return" He smirked. 


Neither of the two registered Sav's bewildered face at the door. "Wait.. what?" 


"Ah, but who started it?" David cracked a smile. 
Joe raised his eyebrows and tilted his head only a bit. "But | only pointed out the obvious.” 


"Fine, fine." David sighed. "We'll never break it on this one. | guess you need to go now anyway." He embraced 


the other man with a smile, patting his back but lingering briefly by his ear. 


"Sav's a lucky man," he whispered, then escaped the cocoon before Joe could realize what he had said and - 
maybe - punch him. 


"Hey--" 
David's crisp laughter rang in the room as he disappeared through the door on the opposite wall. 
"IIl be seeing you tomorrow!" He yelled out. 


Joe shook his head with a smile and turned to go, stopping in his tracks as Sav's lost - and not a bit amused - 
expression greeted him. 


“What was that about?" 

Joe waved a hand through the air and placed a hand on the bassist's back, guiding him down the hallway. 
"Nothing. David's been drinking a bottle too much lately.” 

Sav's scowl didn't evaporate. "But-- he said something about you and me sleeping together..?" 

Joe glanced at him, and upon noticing a small blush on his face, grinned. 


"Oh, nothing, sweet'eart. Just... if he ‘appens to flirt with you in the future, ignore him." 


